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Here lies the girl who loved her life and everyone in it— 
Who tried to be happy at every single minute, 

Who moved on to a much better place, 

Who flew up to heaven with beautiful grace. 

Her life ending was in God's plans; 

Now forever with the angels she will dance. 


So be happy for her, don't feel so sad. 


Remember she loved you with everything she had. 
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He stood in the doorway, blurred vision finally coming into focus, the wide tunnel 
stretching out before him into a seemingly infinite darkness. A small pinprick of light in the 
middle distance gave him his only indication of a possible destination. He laughed a bit to 
himself at the parallels of his life and this non-metaphoric light at the end of the tunnel. It was 
so far away, and just as in his life, it was too dark to see the obstacles that might lie between 
himself and that small hope. He began to walk toward it, not so much in determination as in 
resignation. What did it matter if he got there or not? Nothing in his life ever shone a light 
on him, so why should this be any different? As he walked through the tunnel, he took a 
mental stroll through his past. He had been the youngest of three boys and truly the baby of 
the family. Until the age of six, he was teased by his brothers for being so small and a “mama's 
boy,’ as they often called him. He knew they meant it with unkindness though he never really 
saw being a “mama's boy” as a problem. He loved his mother very much. Then, a few weeks 
after his sixth birthday, she was killed in a car crash. His middle brother, Tommy, also in the 
crash, went into a coma and remained that way. His father, James, became distant after that. 
James would go to the hospital for days on end and just sit and pray that Tommy would wake 
up. That was twelve years ago. His father never stopped going. 

He was sad for a long time since he and his oldest brother had to take care of 
themselves. Dad didn’t seem to care about them anymore. After awhile, he made himself 
believe that it was better to have such freedom. Jacob, the oldest, got him up for school 
every morning, made sure he had his breakfast and lunch, and saw to it that all necessary 
papers were signed by their father whenever the need arose. As soon as he graduated from 
high school, Jacob joined the Marines, and a year later was killed in a friendly fire exercise. 
The night of the funeral, their father went into his den and left the youngest, at that time a 
senior in high school, alone forever. It was kind of the state to take care of his father’s funeral 
arrangements, but it didn't detract from his sense of being abandoned in a dark room. It was a 
lot like walking through a dark tunnel toward a light that seems never to get closer. 

Now, in his third year of college, with an abysmal grade-point average, and having 
recently been dumped for the fifth time with the old “it’s not you, it’s me” routine as well 
as having been dragged to a party he didn't want to go to only to be puked on almost 
immediately upon arrival, the despair of his life permeated everything he was. He stopped 
moving, tears filling his eyes, and screamed at the top of his lungs. His strength left him, and 
he dropped to his knees. His eyes looked up into the darkness, and he yelled, “God! What is 
this about? What is this life for? I offer you one chance to show me, just one chance to prove 
to me that there is something better than this! If you are there, then here I am. Show me when 
it gets better!” 

There was silence for a moment until slowly, a rumble of noise like distant thunder 
filled the air and got louder and louder. Light began to flood the tunnel around him and 
washed over him in its brilliance. He cried at the majesty of it. Then, the train was upon him. 

He stood in the doorway, blurred vision finally coming into focus, the wide tunnel 


stretching out before him into a seemingly infinite darkness. A small pinprick of light in 
the middle distance .... 
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Mind Set | 


“Td say she’s been dead about twenty-four hours, give or take.” Jimbo leaned over the 
corpse again, as if she could verify his guess, then straightened and stretched his back. “The 
coroner ll be here soon, though, so no use straining our brains about it now.’ 

That was fine with Rudy. Hed been a deputy for nearly five years, but since hardly 
anything ever happened in Big Green, this was his first dead body up close and personal. 
Thered been a few motor vehicle fatalities, but the Highway Patrol usually handled those, 
and Rudy's involvement had been peripheral, thank God. That was probably why he felt so 
chilled even though it was late spring, and the weather was warm. It was probably why being 
in this house, with this dead woman, had his stomach tied up in nervous knots. Now he 
watched the Chief of Police, Jimbo Walker, with new respect and wondered if he, himself, 
would ever be as cool and calm in the face of a true emergency. 

“What happened to her, you reckon?” he asked after clearing his throat a couple of 
times. “Heart attack?” 

The chief shrugged. “More’n likely, she’s about that age. I never heard anything about 
her being sick, but then I don't always hear everything.” 

Rudy figured that what the Chief didn’t hear wasn't ever said out loud since he always 
seemed to know when a citizen of Big Green so much as burped, but he didn’t reply. Steeling 
himself against the sight, he forced his eyes back to the late Mrs. Stella Langford. Looking at 
her wasnt any easier this time than it had been the last time. If anything, his chill deepened 
and his nerves grew tighter than ever. She was reclined in her green leather La-Z-Boy’, her 
head lolled to one side to rest on her shoulder like she'd just kicked back for an afternoon 
nap with her bare feet on the elevated footrest, her pale, plump legs stretched out like a cou- 
ple of underdone bratwurst. 

Rudy thought back to the last time hed seen Stella alive, just a few days ago at the 
courthouse. Then shed been smiling and polite, as always, wearing a pretty print dress and 
matching blue shoes that looked like they might be a bit small. Rudy had long been of the 
opinion that Stella was kind of vain about her looks, but shed been a nice lady all the same. 
Now he was sorry that she hadn't died in bed, neatly covered up, instead of sprawled out like 
this with her hair uncombed and her legs all exposed. Shed be absolutely mortified if shed 
been alive to notice. 

Jimbo, as he often did, seemed to tune in to Rudy’s thoughts. “Good thing Stella can't 
see herself right now,’ he said. “She'd hate knowing anybody had caught her looking like 
this.’ He rubbed the back of his neck with one large, freckled hand and shook his head. “Be 
nice if we had more control over how we go out, wouldn't it?” 

“Sure would, Chief,” Rudy said. “My gran would say that Stella’s left all earthly 
thoughts behind now, that she’s beyond caring about her looks or what other 
folks might think.” 

Chief Walker chuckled softly. “Yeah, I’ve heard that a few hundred times, myself? 

He looked at Rudy, and his direct blue eyes held a sardonic humor. “But wouldnt it just be 
a kick in the ass to find out it’s not true? That not only do we have to die, but our baggage 





follows us into the great beyond whether we want it to or not?” 
A sudden image of Stella Langford hovering up near the ceiling, looking down with 


horror at her own homely corpse nearly made Rudy gasp out loud. The vision was as real 


as the Chief, who stood only a few feet away. Her eyes would be wide with disbelief, her 
mouth gaping open in a silent scream. 

Abruptly, Rudy turned away and walked to the front door. What the devil was hap- 
pening to him? Either, hed turned into a real wimp in the last hour or two or else some- 
thing was very, very wrong in this house. Whichever it was, he decided to get some fresh 
air before he made a complete fool of himself in front of the Chief. Seeing ghosts wasn't 
part of a deputy’s job description. 








Fis Dusk BEGINS 


I rarely do this. 1 am walking away from the indoor imprisonment of my own home 
into the outdoors. As I step outside, I am amazed at how instantly eased I become. I often fail 
to recall how serene a walk amongst the twilight of the day can be. 

Going down my front porch steps, I attempt to initiate a connection with nature, 
to fully absorb my surroundings. I feel the breeze of the cool, fall air trickle down my skin, 
causing chill bumps throughout my body, and the hairs on my arms to perk up slightly. The 
smell of wet grass and pavement lingers in the air as a result of the earlier showers. 

As I go around my mailbox, I notice a family of four passing by, chattering, and a 
loud noise caused by the wheels of their baby’s stroller against the gravel. The rambling of 
the distant traffic on the nearby, busy highway quickly begins to rise to my attention. The sun 
behind my house now has already set, but the exterior is still lit from its residue. The day is 
not over just yet. Already, the moon in its fullness is directly over to my right, peering through 
silhouettes of trees. To my surprise, there are many birds at this time of day. Dogs are barking 
from every direction, as if in communication with each other, or with the birds. 

As I keep walking, I begin to take in the beauty of the sky and all its majestic colors—a 
grand mixture of various, vivid shades of blue, orange, and yellow. It is as if God decides to 
use the sky as His canvas to portray His altering moods throughout the day. 

As dusk begins to fall, crickets become louder, and the ever-changing painting begins 
to darken. I start to head back home as the darkness holds the unseen and tends always to 
drive me toward the lighted, warm comfort of my home. 





Under the shelter of my home, I feel satisfied. I seldom remind myself how much 


enjoyment I can generate through walks like these. They give me a chance to pause my life 
and watch the rest of the world carry on. 
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“Sybil, talk to me” 

Sybil sat on the sofa in complete displeasure. Her hands were sweaty, and she felt like 
she couldn't swallow. 

“I need some water.’ 

As he got up to get her a glass, she gazed after him, watching every step he took and 
every move he made. The last thing I need is him slipping something into my drink, she thought. 
I know he’s thinking about it, drugging the crazy lady. 

He handed her the water. “Sybil, I need you to talk to me.” 

Sybil once again ignored him. 

“Your husband recommended you come here; Sybil, why is that?” 

Sybil wiped her palms on her pant leg and avoided eye contact. She could feel him 
staring at her. His eyes were burning holes into her head, but she continued looking down. 
After a few moments, Sybil broke the silence. 

“Is this therapy or an interrogation, Doctor?” 

“Sybil, if you refuse to participate, I will be forced to tell your husband. We both know 
how he would feel about that, don’t we?” 

“So the canary sings?” Sybil snapped back. She knew by the look of angst on his face 
that he wasn't playing around. “I keep having this dream,” she raised her head and finally 
made eye contact with him. His expression changed from angst to anticipation. Her hands 
were still sweating, and her throat remained dry. Sybil took a drink of water. 

“Tell me about it—I want every detail,’ the doctor said. “I need to know everything; 
maybe then we can decipher an underlying problem.” 

“I wake up to the alarm clock. It sounds once, and I open my eyes. The second time, I 
call my husband's name. I shout for him to turn it off and curse at him when he doesnt. The 
final time it sounds, I roll over and stop the buzzing myself. 'm now lying on my husband’s 
side of the bed, and I realize he isn’t there. I get out of bed and walk to the bathroom. I put on 
my slippers and grab my bathrobe. I don’t know where my husband is. I call his name, but I 
get no answer. It’s 10:07 a. m. I panic.” 

“He couldn't have been walking the dog?” 

“We don't have pets. 

“Maybe hed gone out for a carton of milk?” 

“My husband is lactose intolerant.” 

“What if he had to go to work? He informed me he is in law, even has his own firm. It 
sounds like a very demanding job, so having to run to the office couldn't have been rare.” 

“It was Sunday. My husband never works on Sundays. In fact, we don’t do anything 
on Sundays. It’s our day together.” Sybil took another drink of water. “I keep looking for 
him. I call his name again, but it ends in the same result, silence. I’m scared because I know 
something is wrong. I look out the window, and his car is gone” 

Sybil began to tear up, and the doctor wondered if he should let her stop but 
decided against it. 


“I try to occupy my mind with other things. I go to the fridge and get an apple. ’'m 
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just trying to think of anything other than him: I try convincing myself he'll walk through the 
door at any moment. As I’m slicing the apple, the phone rings, and it’s the police.” 

“What do they say?” 

Sybil choked back tears as she took another drink of water. “They tell me that my 
husband is dead.” 

“How did he die?” 

“T can't remember. 

“That's irrelevant anyway, go on.” 

Sybil started again. “I drop the phone, and my knees buckle. I can’t stand. My stomach 
is in a whirlwind. I fall to the ground.” Sybil choked up for a moment. “I reach up to the 
counter, and I grab the knife” 

“And what do you do with it?” 

“I stab myself. I stab myself in the stomach” 

“Why do you do this?” 

“T can't live without him, Doctor.’ Sybil took another drink of water. 

“And do you die in this dream?” 

“LT always wake up before I figure that out.” 

The doctor took a moment to process the information. 

Sybil moved a strand of hair hanging in her face to behind her ear. 

“This is a silly dream, Sybil, so why is it bothering you so much?” 

“Tt just feels so real, Doctor. I’m living my life in fear. I’m so scared to lose him that I 
cant focus on anything else. Since these dreams started, I have a looming feeling that they 
are a warning.’ 


“Sybil, you are going to be fine. This dream is nothing more than that, a dream. 
It's not real” 


As much as she didn't believe it, she pretended to agree with him. He wasn't going to 
understand, and she was tired of trying. She left with no more insight than she had come with. 

That night Sybil lay in bed, thinking of what had happened earlier in the day. She was 
deep in thought when the sweetest voice shed ever heard whispered in her ear. “We are going 
to be fine,’ her husband assured her. He pulled her close and held her in his arms—she loved 
that. He kissed her on the forehead, and they told each other goodnight. 

Sybil woke up the next morning to the alarm clock. It sounded once, and she opened 
her eyes. The second time, she called her husband’s name. She shouted for him to turn it off 
and cursed at him when he didn't. The final time it sounded, she rolled over and stopped the 
buzzing herself. She couldn't help but smile when she realized that she didn’t have the dream 
the night before. The dreams were over. She was lying on her husband’s side of the bed, and 
she realized he wasnt there. Where was Richard? Sybil got out of bed and walked to the 
bathroom; she put on her slippers and grabbed her bathrobe. She called her husband’s name 
but got no answer. She looked at the clock and saw the time. It was 10:07 a.m. Sybil panicked. 
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A simple ring that tells a story: 


Of one young girl who shouldn't have to worry. 


She was once 16 and thought she was in love 


After being brought together by one white dove. 


But one night, when she wasn't ready, 


He took her out in his truck, big but steady. 


After driving awhile, he parked his car, 


A little ways down from a beat-down bar. 


The boy reached over and started kissing her lips, 


But she pushed him away and put her hands on her hips. 


She said she didn’t want to do it, 
And then she heard, “Get out, I’m through with it” 


After arriving back at her house from walking home, 


She went up to her room to cry alone. 


The girl decided to calm down and take breaks, 





Then she remembered her ring that had always said, “True Love Waits” 
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EXPECTATION OF PER! 





If I could change one thing, 


It would be the expectation of perfection: 


The “you. can. do. it” Attitude; 


The “you. have. to. do. it.” domination. 


I would change the world 


By concocting a perfect renunciation 


Of the long-held belief that 


Imperfection is degradation. 


I would suggest to our Expectors that 


They take some time for introspection. 


After all, if everyone stays perfect, 


We continue in stagnation. 
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They say it isn’t easy being green, 
But I say trying to be perfect is even harder. 


My list of high school accomplishments is long and wide. 
And when the Ivy League family didn’t want me, 
Pll be honest...I cried. 


I strained for perfection for four years, consistently 
Working desperately, despite a life working against me. 
Or maybe it was in spite. 


I was poor. On my own for higher education. My quest for 
Excellence was not despite the obstacles. It was because of them. 
I wanted more. 


After waiting and waiting, I got that e-mail. Thanks, technology. 
Not even the satisfaction of opening a letter to comfort 
This newly crushing rejection reality. 


“We regret to inform you...” No, you don't. You aren't sorry, 
And there is no regret in this information. I am nothing to you 
Because “perfect enough” is something I will never be. 


I thought I was following God's will, but I was wrong. That was tough. 
God did not want me in an environment where everyone 
Is categorized as “perfect” or “not perfect enough.’ 


God wants me to be happy. Joyful. Radiant. To the Creator of Might, 
I am imperfect in sin and perfect in Him at the same time, 
And loved despite it. Or maybe it is in spite. 


It is in spite. Because when the world tells me 
I am not perfect enough, God’s perfect love 
Combats it perfectly. 
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I am no writer, no fighter, no scientist. 


I am a full moon reaching beyond the silence, 


Unable to compete with the sun, even at my brightest, 


Shining with the slightest feelings of self-reliance. 


It only hastens his timeless, recurring designs for superior spherical blindness. 
And in kindness, he provides enough light to divide us, 
Driving us in a continuous cycle of cat and mouse, but 


Never shut out from the pride he brings when he rises. 


However, with me, there are no surprises: 
No devices to measure my time spent wearing these disguises. 
Why is the sun always full, but I come in slices? 


Why would you sleep in my glow if the sun were providing? 


Maybe because I relate and offer respite while the sun chastises. 
Iam the moon and ultimately dying; you need me alive, I need you smiling. 
The sun keeps you warm, but whos more inviting? 


It’s the reason you look up to me and look down at his sighting. 








What I feel from you, and not your words, 
Could you feel from me, and not mine? f 
The things we say, the things we do— 
You are a simple, breathing person. 


These choked tears are old and dry, 





Can stop on command 


And crack and break on this sun-ride home. 


Nothing happens—nothing did—but I’m lonely and broken and breaking and not enough, 


And sometimes I cry. 





A bleach-soaked summer is something to breathe in and out, I’ve found. 
Take the good and the bad and shut them in a box 


Until you dont feel the pain, don’t know the ache 





That these tired two 
Make. 
You will breathe it, you will make it— 


You will breathe this stubborn air and make your own peace of mind. 
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I held my breath and I waited for death and I got bored waiting and then— 

In between breathing out and breathing in, I started living again. 

As long as I’m living, Pll do my best to look for the good and deal with the rest; 
Every day that I wake is a day that I’m blest. 


Might as well, might as well, might as well be happy: 
Might as well be happy today. 

There's air to breathe, and there’s salt in the sea; 
Might as well be, so Pll be happy today. 


Good days and bad days, they flow in waves. We all reach the lows and the highs. 
Blues don't hang around if we don't ask them to, so run along blues—say good bye. 
There are other tunes Id like to try. 

Say good-bye, blues—say good-bye. 


Might as well, might as well, might as well be happy: 
Might as well be happy today. 

There's good earth below me and people who know me; 
Might as well be, so I'll be happy today. 


[ passed a mirror and saw that my face had wrinkles starting in the wrong place. 
If you cant make them go, give them something to trace; 

So I lifted my chin, waved—and I grinned— 

Oh, I look alive again. 


Might as well, might as well, might as well be happy: 
Might as well be happy today. 

The sun shines above me, there's people who love me; 
Might as well be, so I'll be happy today. 

Heavens above me, the Good Lord he loves me; 
Might as well be, so I'll be happy today. 

I'll be happy, happy, happy today. 











Trapped on a road with a rose-thorn stuck in my hand, 

Lost in my own sweat, steadily slipping and too scared to stand. 

Feet too blistered from walking with the pain of being in the pitch dark; 
Down my back the road chills run, and at my heels the trees’ shadows bark. 
The moonlight blinds my fighter deep inside; 

The fear in my eyes when the devil asks for a ride; 

Trapped on a road with a rose-thorn stuck in my hand, 

Some cow in a field whispered and, 

The black bird on its head said, “Is it just me, or ain't the room around you filling in?” 
The coyote running across the field grinned and said my name, “Wyn!” 

A loud noise broke as I woke up in the center of Mrs. Pace’s class. 


Thank God the nightmare did not last; 


I was trapped on a road with a rose-throne struck in my hand. 
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Through my window I see 

A symbol of life's strength and beauty. 

Her strong endurance lasts many winters long, 
Even with her cloak of finery all gone. 

She has been stripped of her dignified attire, 
Yet striking a pose to wait for winter to expire. 
Standing tall with a firm hold, 

She pushes back at the wind so bold, 

Waging a war to battle the cold, 

Resembling youth turned age-old. 

When the door opens to the spring, 

She always bounces back like a young thing! 
Wearing a rich and colorful dress, 

With buds that turn to ample breasts. 

She holds her arms up high, 

Giving a dignified salute to the sky. 

The warm wind embraces her stately pose, 
Admiring and caressing her new clothes. 
Blessed with God's fountain of youth, 

Each time after winter has been so uncouth. 
She knows she will be refurbished from His palette of many hues, 
Kissed by the sunshine and many morning dews. 
Through my window I see 

A symbol of life's strength and beauty: 

Gods gift of a tree! 

And each time I approach my window sill, 

I am so overcome that my tears spill 

To witness the miracle I see. 

And though I wish it would happen for me, 

I am far too impressed to envy a tree. 
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You died in my arms today, 


My tiny little baby. 


A breath never taken right away: 
First pink, then blue, 

Purple came lastly, too. 

Doctors and nurses rushing, crazed. 
Abysmal sadness entraps my mind— 
Can't touch you. 

Cant kiss you. 

Cant rock you. 

Cant heal you. 

Oh, my little girl, ’m sorry. 

Never a first touch from him, 

Never a hand held on a rainy day, 
Never a first kiss, 

Never a first love, 

Never a wedding, 

Never a baby of your own. 

I want to enter the gates, too: 


Alone, you should not be. 
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WHAT IS — 


This city has crumbled, and 
I feel as though my body 
Will follow. 

Though, unlike the city, I 
Know my body will not 
Rebuild itself. 

I can feel it: 

I am watching it happen 
Through the glass. 

I now walk upon spurs, 
My every step quakes. 

My vision has grown grey, 
But for that Iam 
Thankful. 

If I cannot see, soon 


I will not have to watch. 


What is sight if I 


May keep a vision of 


What was? 























Dream, my sweet love. 

Let the arms of sleep enfold you. 
Let the canvas of your mind 
Hold a wondrous view. 

Let not stress nor strife 
Consume unconscious sight. 
Hold fast to unfettered fantasy, 
And let it give you flight. 


Free to live the life you choose, 


No fear or pain—just light. 


Heavens song of joy unbound 

For an angel of the night, 

And in waking to reality, 

Fear not as the vision comes apart; 
For the fading memory of the dream 


Is locked inside your heart. 
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WHO AM | TO LONG FORA 


Through my window I see 
A symbol of life's strength and masculinity. 


His trials of struggle outlast the winter season, 

Limbs rippling and gums bared for this reason. 

His armor torn by the freezing cold, 

But his resilience remains ten-fold, 

Waging a battle that makes strong men perspire, 
Sharply commanding winter to retire. 

With his thick trunk and a will never to retreat, 

He flexes his branches to his own drumbeat. 

Turning winter's gray into a look that is distinguished, 
He knows its dreary hold will soon be relinquished. 


Then he greets his ally, the spring! 

Ending this battle, and once again, becomes a king. 
With a new start after winter has left him bare, 

He dons a fresh suit of armor to wear. 

Holding his sinewy limbs up high, 

Giving a majestic salute to the sky. 

The wind braces up in memory of his blows, 
Teasing at one last challenge before it goes. 
Instead, it leaves with a gust of admiration, 

To wait its turn to seek retaliation. 


Blessed with God's fountain of youth, 

Each time after winter has been so uncouth. 
Relishing renewed vigor in His saving grace, 
Washed with the warm spring rain upon his face. 
Through my window I see 

A symbol of life's strength and masculinity. 


God's gift of a tree! 


As I gaze through my window each day, 

I grasp the thrills that come my way. 
Witnessing such vitality that I see, 

And even though I wish to have him for me, 
Who am I to long for a tree? 
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Silence. ‘The sound of madness. Or sadness? 

I count the sheep like mathematics, 

But add the subtraction of hours 

It devours. My dreams are real. Absent. Tragic. 

I see it. But it's like ’'m too far away to grab it. 

If happiness were a trick, then I must be the silly rabbit. 
It’s just for kids? No wonder we developed habits. 
Through practice and repetition, we never mention 


What's sitting in our own drug cabinet. 


I'm looking for a sickness for my cure, 


But ’'m sure I'll never have it. 
Lost. But totally past it. 


Life's a struggle till I find a more suitable casket. 





BRYAN Guster / Tucer 


EE Der Sec tee = ——_—-_____=__ 


13 * _ = = ee Be ese = 








DRM Depp taae 


Ogee a 





LIGHTNING 





eh ee eee 












ITAL PHOTOGRAPH 














With our eyes we see people 
Driving, talking, maybe simply walking. 
But do you see anymore? 


Could these people we see be opportunity knocking? 


With our eyes we see people, 

But do we see their heartaches? 
Would you care to see deeper, 

To see what has made them break? 


With our eyes we see people 
Going on about their day. 
What can we do to see more? 
The answer, I know, is to pray. 


With His eyes we see more than people: 
We can see their hurting hearts, 

Or we can see their joy— 

A joy that never parts. 


With His eyes we see more than people— 

Not their faces or clothes, but He sees the very heart of the soul. 
His eyes see the matters of the heart, 

Praying for the ones who are apart. 


With His eyes we see more than people: 
We must pray to have this eye, 
To have deep love for mankind, 


So that maybe everyone could end up high. 
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DARKNESS WITHIN 


The rain of May 

Falls to cool the day 

As clouds stand stark— 

A backdrop of ominous dark 
Against the evergreen distance, 
Bringing forth reflective instance 
Of clarity with which to highlight 
The fading presence of daylight. 

It mirrors not the waxing death, 
But reflects the shuddering breath 
Of life clinging to exist— 

That unyielding spirit which persists 
To battle the fervent fate 

And hold onto eternal faith. 

We remain against the evils that be 
And fight the dark side of humanity 


To outline the good in our hearts 


And wall away forever the lingering internal dark. 





CARL Seenks / ARP 








She's the girl 

With the quirky little smile, 

And her eyes are that 

Which makes life all worthwhile. 


Now with my faint of heart 
And lack of courage, 
I can't tell her. 


I'm so discouraged. 


Her heart is pure; 

Mine is stained black. 

If I say these things, 

Then I can never take them back. 


With all I know, 

I couldnt bring her in this. 
Her to be loved 

Is all I ever wish. 


Is it with me? 

Well, who could know? 
Maybe I will never tell: 
Perhaps I will show. 


I think I’m in love— 
Too early to see. 
This may be a love 
That will never be. 


I kick myself 
As if it’s my fault. 
This is the woman 


I loved by default. 
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The Bell Tower Arts Journal (2015) 
Dedication 


The 2015 edition of The Bell Tower Arts Journal is lovingly dedicated to Dr. Richard Parrish, a 
professor (ret.) in both the English Composition and the Humanities, Literature, and 
Philosophy Departments. Possessing a love of learning for its own sake, Dr. Parrish has tirelessly 
worked to help students in their academic and artistic pursuits, providing them with a rich 
learning experience that significantly impacted their futures. Moreover, he has been a loyal 
supporter of The Bell Tower Arts Journal from its inception. Dr. Richard Parrish embodies the 
highest professional ideals of Tyler Junior College. We thank Dr. Parrish for his years of service to 
The Bell Tower Arts Journal and to the College. We offer him our deepest respect, appreciation, 
and gratitude. Dr. Parrish, we couldn't have done it without you! 
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